uttered brief vague remarks of this sort. Helene under-
stood him now and made a gentle conciliatory gesture,
** We mustn't chatter now, we must sleep, my dear/*
she said* He closed his eyes and lay quiet for a time.
** A drink Sit up," he demanded presently. Helene put
the feeding-cup to his mouth and propped the pillows a
little higher. Immediately afterwards his lips were dry
again and he sank down into the bed. The weakness and
hopelessness of his condition were only too evident in the
deep shadow-filled lines that ran from nose to mouth.
" Do you often think of Rainer ? " Kranich whispered,
and Helene found difficulty in following his wandering
thoughts.
" Think ? That is too definite an expression. He is
always present to me. He often looks at me through
Tintin's eyes," she answered slowly. Tintin was the
name which her child had given himself.
"Yes," whispered Kranich and seemed content.
Suddenly he began to talk, and although some conso-
nants seemed to cause his dried-up lips a certain amount
of difficulty, he was able to whisper his intention.
** The transition is very unpleasant, very," he whis-
pered. " It is very worrying when everything hums and
goes so far away. Nothing close by any more. Your
bands—did you hold Rainer*s at that time ? Yes, mine,
too. That was what I always wanted. It is only a formality.
If I were to remain alive there would never have been
any mention of it. But now. ... It is not presuming,
It is only a formality. To-morrow the notary is coming.
My mother knows it already. It is because of Tintin,
All arrangements can be settled in three days, the publica-
tion of banns and the marriage and adoption. That
amount of time is still left to me. I am much better to-
day. It is because of the big stones——"
Helene waited, she dampened his lips that tried to
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